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T is probable that Ameriean pocts have
I wrilten as many poems of the great
war as English poets have written, al-
though we have more recently entered the
sonflic. But thougltiul readers will find
it interesting to compare Ameriean poetry
of the war with English poetry on the
same subject.

Our poets have sung of love for their
eountiry, for France and England, for the
democracy for which we fight. In their
werses we read of the sword, the shield
and the other old symbols of warfare.
They refer frequently to historieal per-
sonages and espeeially to Jeanne d'Are.
Their verse is symbolie, idealistie and elo-
quent of the courage that longs to be
tested.

Poetry Stark and True.

The English poets, however, are not
writing ahout the imagined moods of war-
fare. They have found the stark truth of
battle. What we have read and beard
and imagined they know by actual expe-
rienee. They say little about “swords”

A Poct of New York

LIAS LIEBERMAN js characteristi-
eally a poet of New York. His book
Paved Streets,

of poems, could hardly

have been wrilien in any other American

eity; it conld Lardly bave been written
by a man who was not a typieal product
of New York education and New York in-
fluenees plus the quickened vision, sym-
pathy and vearning that a man of for-
eign aneestry brings to his appreciation
of things American.

From the first poem in the book, I Am

an American, o the pooms on the war

with which he closes bis volume the note
of sell-conscions, idealislic Americanism
fs sounded—the Americanism that looks
to the future and finds in the most
squalid surroundings the most hopeful
promise of his eountry’s destiny.

Licherman's poems are impregnated
with the spirit of demoeraey and the
poetry in common things; the shoemaker
dreams and quests, he says, just as truly
as the knights of old dreamed and sought
their Holy Grail; there is as much magie
and mystery in.our own city as there was
in any storied city in Ardby.

He meets Wonder and Youth on a
Fifth avenue bus and (ravels on with
them happily; he finds the pursnit of
pleasure at Coney Island as romanlie as
the quest of the Golden Fleeee by Jason;
be finds a lovely and wistful Spring whis-
pering even in the fish market under the
Williamsburg Bridge.

It myy be said that Licherman never
tonches a very lugh point of poetie in-
spiration; he pever is entirely swept off
the earth in a pulse of song that knows
no denying. Une is a little too eonseious
of Lis technique—of effects too carefully
planned—of a poem writlen beeause the
occasion demanded it. One finds it hard
to quote any one pocm that is overwhelm-
ingly beautiful—though none are unin-
teresting. Most of the things he says
have been said before, and said muclh bet-
ter by such men as Louis Untermeyer,
James Oppenbeim, John Hall Wheelock.

The second part of the poem I Am an
Awmerican expresses the poet's message as
well as anything in the book:

I am an American,

My father vu= an atom of dust,

My mother a straw in the wind,

To liis Serene Majesty.

Onc of my ancestors died in the mines of
Siberia,

Another was erippled for life Ly twenty'
blows of the kuout;

The history of my amcestors is a trail of
blood

To the palace gate of tho Great White Czar.

But then the dresm camo—

The dream of America,

In the light of the Liberty Tarch

The atom of dust leeame a man

And the straw in th wind became a woman

Faor the first time,

#4800."" said my father, poiuting to the
flag that fluttered near,

i That flag of stars and siripes is yours;

It iz the cmblem of the promi=sd land,

Tt means, my son, the hope of humanity.

Live for it— dwe for it!*?

Under the open sky of my new country I
swore to do so;

And every drop of blood in me will keep
that vow,

¥ am proud of my futare.

1 am an American.

B,

PAVED STREETS. By Erias LiEBrrRMAN,
The Cornhill Co. $1.25.
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and little sbout listorical personages.
They write about “lrowsty dugouts,”
“erumps” and “flares.” Realism, irony,
severity, very rough langhter and wist-
ful wonder, ull these come to us in poems
from aeross the seas.

Of the vounger Englishmen, Wilfrid
Wilson Gibson has written the best real-
istie poetry of the great war of which we
have known hitherto. But Siegfried Sas-
soon, who hates war almost as wmueh as
he loves England, and who has done his
part on the field of honor, has written war
poems that ecmpare favorably with Mr.
Gibson's best work. They are published
in his first book of verse, The Old Hun!s-
man, dedicated to Thomas Hardy.

As erafizsmen, Mr. Gibson and Mr. Sas-
soon have mueh in eommon. Both are
poets of the modern or Georgians type.
They use a plainer diction, freer rhythms
and more demoeratic themes than those
which appealed to their predecessors, the
post-Victorians. But Mr. Gibson is con-
tent to present his pictures and tell his
stories with a eertain aloofuess and de-
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tachment. Mr. Sassoon is clozer spirit-
ually his stories and
poems and more personal in his method.

What ireny, for example, could have a
keener edge than that in the poem ecalled
The Kiss, which prays for insensate rage
to make the deeds of battle bearable to
the sensifive man?

to every one ol

To these T turn, in these [ trust:
Brother Lead and Bister Steel.
To his ldind power T make appeal;
I guard ber beauty clean from rast.

He spins and burns and loves the air,
Aund splits a skull to win my praise;
Rut up the nobly marching days

She glitters nuked, cold.and fair.

Sweet Rister, grant your soldier
That in good fury he may frel
The body where he sets his hecl

Quail from your downward darting kiss!

thia:

The Candor of Courage.

Terrible as soch poems are, there is
something noble in the intellectual hon-
esty that will east no glamour over the
thing (hat mus!{ be done, not because il is
beautiful, but beeause it is necessary.
And this sume uncompromising bitlerness

The American boy in France
is very, very far from despondency. He is fighting, but

between fights—Heywood Broun knows!

He has seen

him in all his moods, and you'll agree that he hasn’t
- forgotten how to smile when you read

THIS IS AN APPLETON BOOK

TheA.E.F.

With Pershing’s Army in France
By

Heywood Broun turns the war
clouds inside out. He describes
the daily life of our fighters—
their training, their diversions.

HEYWOOD BROUN

He shows jhem joshing a
pretty mam’selle and straf-
ing the Hun, Page after
page of delightful, cheery

reading, spiced with
humor — and every
word true. Read it and

give him back

gmile for smile.

£1.50 net
at all

book=
sellers.
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Sassoon Whose Metres Are Sword Blades

makes many another poem strong. Among
the best of them are Golaotha, Wien I'm
Among a Blaze of Lights, A Mystic as a
Noldier, The Redeewmer, A Whispered
Tale, Rlighters and At €Curney. But
many Teaders prefer the greater serenity
of a poem like Abvolution:

The anguish of the carth ubsolves our eves
Till beauty shines in all thut we can see,
War is onr scourge; vet wor has miude us
wike, '
And, fighting for our freedom, we are free,
Horror of wounds and anger at the for,
And loss of things desired ; all these must
pass,
We are the happy legion, for we know
Time's but a golden wind that shakes the
grass.

The Old Huntsman, the title poem of
the hook, is sm exeellent and interesting
pieee of work. And Mr. Sassoon’s talent
is made evident in many a brilliant line
of clean, sirong poetry. But it is for the
war poems that his present volume will bo
read and remembered.

THE OLD HUNTSMAN. By
Sassoox. E I Dutton & Co,
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New Publications
SPRING 1918

The Lyrical Poems and
Translations of Percy
Bysshe Shelley.

Arranged in Chranological Order, with
a Freface by €. . Herford. Sm. fio.
Cleth, gold back and side. Uniform
nith “Reatn’s PFoerms™ Insued by
I same publishers, Prive $1.25 net.

Printed by the Florence Preas. London,
Englund.

“The fines
of lats.
and the Vale editions of Nhelley.
feel frer te may that this edition
nith them, and we heartlly commend
it to lavers of Khalley, and alternatively
to lovers of good printing.””
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The Social Letter.

A Guide te the Fligqueilte aof Secial
Carrespandence, lnsirnted with nu-
merous Examples. By Elirabeth Myers.
12mo. Cleth. Price 81.09 net.

War Books

The Aviator's Pocket
Dictionary and Table-Beck.

t plese of printing Insped
llnrln; befors us the Iu-lm““
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{London}.

French, Englivh and FEaglish-French.
A Handbook for the Use sf Avistars
E: in the United Staten ||

.lmr based on the OMcial ““Vecahu-
* lnsued by (he Fremeh War De-
pn-.:. With Tahlrs aof Measure-
Mll in Ameritan and Engllah Meas-
and thelr Metrica) ulvalenis.
’l’.dild under (he supervision of A. De
Grament de Gulche, D.Nc., of the
French Aslatlen Cerpn. l:m-. Elmp
Cleth. Price 51.00 npet.
Ready in May)

The Aviator's
Elementary Handbook.

A Primer af and A L
Machines. By A De G.ramont bl.uu-tu-

Aviath

M. %e.. aof the French hl.nuon Car

Tiansiated by htl:bl Miner. AR,

fermerly Tracher dence at the
| I, M-n. Tme.

T ligh
Limp Cleth Price 51.00 net.
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American Caricatures
Pertaining to the Civil War.

e nerd frem ths Oviginals rcb-

lim in sheet form fram WU (o

\c- hluhn. with Intreducilon, llmlu‘
Phlong., Mmall 4te

tiuh FPrice §2.00 net.
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The Man Whe Killed.

::‘fll-lll"m 12me. Cletb, §1.50
Leve and Liberty,
or Nelson at Naples.
By Alezandre Dumas. 17mae. (leth.
I’H Bet.

The Hunt Ball Mystery.

By Sir Wiillamm Magnay.
B1.40 net.

Ramuntche.

By Plerre Latl.
net.

A Royal Prisoner.
Belng the Fifth Yelume of t(he Fan-
tomas Series of Detective Talea. By
®lerie Seuvesites and Marcel Allain.
1ITme. CUlsth. $91.35 nel.

(Rrady in Aay)
The Ship of Death.

nr Fdward Sdigebauer, anther of
ave's Inferne.” 12me. Clesth. $1.530
net. (Heauy sn May:

There Was a King in Egypt.

By Nerma lorimer, Author of "'A Wife
Dut of Fgypt.'” “The ( u'n l ‘arnival,”
ofc. 1Zme. Cleih. B51.40

1?me. Cleth.

1?me. Cloth. $1.33
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